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by her perils and misfortunes, he could not but
blame morals and habits which were suggested by
Annette's narratives, whatever might be her reserve

in the telling*

How far away he felt her to be from what now
made up his whole life/ not only from nature, but
from poetry as he understood and practised it!
Between them stood the barrier of Uruvtui'.e; never
could she delight in the verses he had written, nor
in those lie still would write; never would she grasp
their rhythm nor their beauty; even if he translated
them to her, scarcely could she catch at a few of
the ideas that had inspired him, and those ideas,
strange and subtle as they were? were more likely to
bewilder than to enchant her, His daughter herself
did not know English, and he despaired of ever
making her intellectually and {uvtiValty his child*
Besides, in the long interval which had elapsed since
1792 he had lost the fluency and readiness of his
French, To speak it was now a painful effort, words
and accentuation played him false.

To balance these impressions of profound dis-
appointment he would have had to feel some renewal
of the old fascination, 3 rekindling of the ashen of
his sensuous and exalted passion* Alas! Annette
was now thirty-six, and aged, no doubt, by anxieties
and trials* He, on the other hand! was still a young
man, and shielded from her influence by a new love;
all he could feel for her was a remnant of affection
compounded of gratitude for the past, of pity for
the present*

With the wisdom and calm which the years
had brought, they were, moreover, probably both
agreed on rejecting the idea of a permanent union,Star of evening * . /'he last royalistpoet. Thathis recollections, he used the. famous Gocthcan re-1.
